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'' Have you never been in the desert ? ''
'' Good heavens, no ! Whatever for ? Nothing that
is purely Arab is any good to me. You see, we have
no Art and no Culture. I shan't really live till I get
to Europe, then I shall feel I can be myself and
breathe. Well, as I was saying, in this spectrum,
Kafka. . . ."
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Colonel Morgan, the Area Commander, was as kind as
he looked fierce, and he offered to drive Edward and me
to Horns. I watched him as he sat stiff and alert in the
back of his staff car, complete with an eyeglass, a
D.S.O. and three rows of medals, and bright twinkling
blue eyes. Then he began to speak with a careful choice
of words.

"One morning/' he said, "I was travelling along
this road when I decided to alight from my car for
various reasons. As I stood smoking a cigarette by.
the verge, there passed by me what was evidently a
married couple and a donkey. My eyes, as you can
imagine, turned to the maiden. She was young and
fair. And this beauteous maiden was on foot, while
her evil-looking squire bestrode the ass. However, I
appraised her. I appraised her up and down. Presently
I ascended my car, and when I passed by this trio again
she was mounted while he walked. My appraisement
had lent her value in his eyes/'

"When I was Commander of the Aleppo area," he
said later, "on Sundays I would take out my troops
with their padre to the monastery of Saint Simeon
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